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WHAT'S you* 
ANSWER, „ 
^HAWKINS ? 
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ZAO Tjust grazed my hand,sam ! 

HE S ITS TOO LATE TO CATCH THE 
HURT ) RAIDERS NOW 1 8UT TWO . 
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“The poor boy meant well,” continued Letch, 
“but a horseman is plumb loco when he gets 
any ideas about riding some other kind of 
cayuse, especially a boat. That’s the end of 
Pinto!” 

His tone was meant to be sad. but he couldn’t 
conceal the feeling of “I told you so” in his 


“It’s not the end of Pinto!” said a dripping 
figure, emerging from the water. 

“Pinto!” exclaimed Cap. 

“Pinto!” exclaimed Letch and the others. 

“Yes, they shot the boat right out from un¬ 
der me, but they didn’t even scratch yours 
truly," asserted Pinto. “Somebody got lucky 
and spotted me. But I’m still sure this is a 
good idea and I’m going out in another boat 

“Oh, no!” said Cap. “Too dangerous. I’m 
certain sure the rustlers have a spy who knows 
our plans. They knew you’d be out there to¬ 
night and they ambushed you. You were lucky. 
But tomorrow you might not be!” 

But Pinto set his squeaky voice to work de¬ 
fending his idea, and finally Cap agreed to one 
more try. 


T WO men crouched low in the reeds near 
the river bank, peering out into the dark¬ 
ness. “There it is,” whispered one as he made 
out the rowboat, drifting in midstream slowly 
toward them. The other raised a rifle. 

“Wait!” said his companion. “Let him get 

! rifleman. “Just wanted to 


try my sight.” 
They waited. 


spoiled our whole game—if we hadn’i 
tipped off!” 

The other chuckled. “That’s right, it 


Closer and closer drifted the boat. 

One of the watchers whispered, “That’s him, 
huddled up in the middle like a poke of hog 
feed. Get him! Are you ready?” 

“Ready!” said the rifleman, 

“Wait for the signal!” 

It came in a moment. A whistle, mournful 


as from a nocturnal bird. The rifleman drew a 
bead on the rowboat and squeezed the trigger. 

The crack of the rifle was followed by a 
blinding flash and a thunderous explosion. The 
little rowboat turned to sudden, searing flame, 
lighting up the broad river. Rockets and flares 


Stolen horses, that had been headed for the 
river to swim across the border and be sold 
at fancy prices, were filled with fright by the 
awesome sight. Whinnying and screaming they 
turned and charged in many directions. Some 
of the rustlers, trying vainly to stop them, were 
unseated. 

Others, who tried to flee, found themselves 
rushing into the waiting arms—and guns—of 
well-prepared border guards. 

Catching his breath, the rifleman said to his 




n for it 


O YOU won't!” said a voice from be- 
hind. The pair whirled to fa 
business ends of two Colts held by Pinto 
Clemens. “Reach high! And quick!” 

The rifle plunked to the ground as both m< 

“You’ve got me wrong, Pinto,” whined o 




“Deke Letch!” bellowed the rifleman, “you 
the biggest liar since —” 

“Hush up!” ordered Pinto. “I knew som 
body was traitoring the border patrol and 
sort of figured it’d be Letch. Last night. 


y rowboat g< 




in it, all the other patrolmen rode 
their horses panting. But yours. Letch, 
breathing hard. You didn’t have to ride fa 
to get to the shots because you v 
who did the shooting.” 

“That’s right, he did,” snarled the riflema 

“So tonight,” continued Pinto, “I filled 
the new boat with dynamite and fireworks, 
was a trap—and you boys set it off yo 


THE END 
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THAT'S NAY BUSINESS- 

CSOOD HIDEOUT ANP 
PAY WITHOUT AStON ' 















































WOW! * 

100 Airplanes for - *j. 

only $1.25. Imagine - 

being She owner of a '''- 

whole fleet of real plastic 
airplanes! All kinds ... lets, warplanes, ' 
transports! Have fan for hours with your 


1 my $1.25. Rush 100 Airplane* In spedal 
F not 100% delighted my money will be 


AIRPLANES 
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Howdy, Partners; 


You know, every time Black Jaci and I think we are going to have 
to ia.be a little breather, something is always sure to pop up. 

on a buffalo hunt. They say hunting 
rt and it isn't one a greenhand should 
so BlackJackand I sidled 
les Hilton -to get a few 
who has done all kinds 
what about hunting 

"Buffalo hunts are mighty special occasions,• he said,"because 
the Government rides close herd on what buffalo are left, and only so 
many are allowed to be hunted every so often or they'd be plumb 
extinct. The only iime I ever hunted them was about five years ago. 
V/e hunted Indian style, using bows and arrows instead of rifles. 

11 One day we spotted a small herd a way off and as we 
approached them, they faced us as if they were making their last 
stand against being crowded off the face of the earth. The leader of 
the herd, as we came closer, began pawing huge chunks out of the 
earth. Suddenly he let go. He charged at my horse and me, and we 
wheeled and jumped aside. He and the rest of the herd went past. 
Somebody hollered, 'Get him, Les,' and l took aim. The leader buffalo 
Spun around and faced me- He had a look in his eye that made me 
Sure he wasn't going to charge again. It was more of a 'don't shoot. 
mister 1 look. Well, doggone it. Pocky, I couldn't shoot. I dropped my 
aim and broke the bow across my knee. The big buffalo let out a deeo 
grunt, as if to say ‘Thanks, pard,' and then disappeared with the herd. ’ 
Hunting is all right, pardners, but shucks, I couldn't kill an 
as Les couldn't, and l know you pards treat your pets and 
animals just as kindly. Just as I treat mypardner, Blackjack. 

"Nell, it looks as if I'm running out of space on this page, so 
Black Jack and I'll say Goodbye for this time and mosey on. 

Yours for more action, 

Your pals, 

■Mim "Rocky"£me 
and Mach Jack, U 
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